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King Louis had the hardest r6lea and for once he played it
without a, faux pas. He said good night to his brother Provence,,
and went yawning bed ward as though the day were done.
When La Fayette paid his official visit to the Royal couchee,
the King was polite and plausible. If he strolled rather fre-
quently to the window, to look up at the hot and leaden sky, it
was no new thing for King Louis to be interested in the weather.

M. De La Fayette took his departure, and the gentlemen-
in-waiting prepared ceremonially for the Royal repose. The
Revolution might be threatening to engulf Royalty altogether,
but the King's shirt must be lifted from his shoulders by hands
of ancient lineage, the King's slippers must be placed at the
right angle on the cushion at his bedside. He was only alone
for a minute, while Lemoine, who slept in his room, retired
next door to undress, before returning to his pallet-bed in the
corner of the King's room. The minute was enough. King
Louis slipped out through the closed curtains of his great bed,
rearranged them behind him, and tiptoed in his night-shirt
through a powder-closet into his son's empty nursery. He was
dressed and downstairs, donning a bottle-green overcoat, when
Lemoine returned to stretch himself on the pallet. A cord lay
across the floor from the King's bed to the servant's. Lemoine
carefully tied his end of it to his wrist, so that His Majesty
could pull the other end and wake him should he want any-
thing in the night. It did not occur to the drowsy valet that
the other end lay on a deserted pillow, on a pillow where King
Louis hoped never again to rest his stolid head.

THE DAUPHIN WAS ASLEEP AGAIN, one little arm
across his more wakeful sister. No jolting could wake him, as
Fersen drove up and down the narrow streets, across one
bridge and back across another. The cab must keep moving,
keep moving, while the Dauphin's parents played their play
in the Palace. It was half-past eleven before Fersen dared
turn into the Rue St. Eonore and bowl along it back to the
Rue D'Echelle. Even so he was too early. As he came to a
halt, La Fayette's coach (its coat-of-arms painted out in the
name of Equality) passed close by, bearing him home from